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Four shadows against boards and brass 
One air, one flame, one stream, one grass 
Break waves in center, light backs four true 


Meet eyes, say names, Interior Two 


Call breeze, call heat, call rain, call ground 
Enfolding spirits, enlightening sound 

With melody and element in balance and release 
Disperse the dark and find eternal peace 


Anthony had been running for days. He was just barely out of the North Quarter, just barely, and coming up 
Interior Two. He was hungry, and dirty, and desperate. 


‘Just don't let them be following me' his mind pleaded silently. ‘Please: 
He stopped for a moment to breath. For September it was unnaturally hot; and he was in the shade too. He 
thought it best to wind his path through the forest, hoping to throw off anyone that could possibly be in his 


wake. 


As he collapsed in a disgruntled heap at the edge of the banks of a tiny creak, risking the slightly muddy water 


for a drink. Oh, sweet, unclean refreshment. 
"Praise be," he muttered automatically. 


And while he panted and lapped up the grimy creek water, his mind cast out desperately. The memory of the 
past few days events were still fresh like a bleeding cut on his brain 


‘Anthony...it's been arranged." 
"Father..what has?" 


"The ceremony. The union Lord Navarro has put in quite a hefty bid for you. More money than a dowry to the 
Empress herself could ever yield us." 


Holy skies of heaven, he couldn't think about this now. No, not now. Not about those coal black eyes. Or the pile 
of gold in his father's lap. The papers his parents signed or the preparations for a feast. Not the servants 
packing his belongings or the traditional pre-union ritual. The taste of herb tea and brandy on his lips and Lord 
Navarro's eyes caressing where Anthony's mouth met the cup. 

Subconsciously, Anthony fingered the neck band he wore..a thick black cord clamped into a taught choker by a 
gold plated clasp stamped with the Navarro crest. He was fettered. No matter what his parents and his elders 


said.he was being pawned off as a slave and prisoner. 
Was. 
He examined the clasp blindly, and in vain tried to unclench it. 


He felt like an animal, scrounging here in the slimy beach for hydration, running from his masters, trying to 


pry off his collar. 
(My pet, so precious, call me master.) 


The only thing worse than his eyes was his voice. 


And his hands. 


John's eyes grew in shock. This could not be happening. 


The air was charged thick with moisture..a common occurrence when he was angry or anxious..and he felt the 


urge to run. 
(The water inside, Johnny. We're all in water) 


But running was not an option in any sense of the word. He could only close his eyes and breathe as he listened 


to the headmaster hand down his sentence. 
Only scraps of the actual dialogue fell to his ears. 


Stealing food from the kitchens-solitary confinement-48 hours-meditation-banned from all future contact 
with Josh-punishment to commence immediately. 

Through all the frills and pageantry of the hearing, John's desperate ears managed to filter out the relevant 
points. 


He was sentenced to 48 hours in solitary confinement. And forbidden to even talk to his best friend Josh? All 
for stealing a measly hunk of bread from the kitchens..only to feed Josh since that bastard of a Concentration 
Professor had felt the need to restrict Josh's dietary rations in order to better sharpen his mental focus. 


Or better weaken his physical strength. Far beyond the common PPP (power potentiality prevention) tactics, 
this loony bin of a Caller Academy buried more of its own lies and sins then one could count. Make him 


hungry, make him soft, make him easy. 
(The better to fuck you with, my dear) 
Oh he couldn't think about that now...he might faint, right here in front of the Elders and his fellow students. 


In a blur of fear and confusion, he was being swept out of the room. Some were cheering, some dissenting, 


mostly confused noises..no one ever knew what to think. 


And now. He was here. Four walls..so white..so blank. And nothing. Sometime between the sentence and being 
locked in this room, he had been stripped naked. It was cold and quiet, and he was scared senseless..he had 
never truly been alone. He had bathed and ate and slept with his fellow class mates as far back as he could 
remember. And it always seemed when he found a sliver of alone time, to meditate or practice, some school 


official, some officious teacher, some nightmare-mentor senior student would find him. 


(Relax, Johnny. Just close your eyes and breathe. This exercise is for full mental surrender, pay no mind to 


the hands on your thighs.) 
He desperately pushed that thought from his mind and surveyed his new environment. 


The room was white, and tiny, and bright..lit by no visual means. No windows, nor candles, nor lamps. Just 


undying, painful light. 


He shivered in his nakedness and fell into a crouch, closing his eyes, his mind wracked with the smothering 


thoughts of so much agony, so much fear. 
Something about this room was conjuring the worst of memories... 


(Physical pain is nothing to you, lovely Johnny. Think of it as a mere nuance of heat, believe it be pleasurable 
and it will. Now hold tight your muscles and make not a sound) 


He clamped his hands over his ears, trying to block out the voices and the emotions barraging his senses. He 
wanted to scream, to sob, anything, but he knew outside the seamless door was a watchman, and any noise 
was prohibited. He was in enough trouble, he didn't need to heap on the punishments. 


With a strangled swallow, he tried to regain some sense of composure and think of nothing..like the surrounding 


walls. 


‘Does it hurt much?" 

‘John, please dont worry, its just a bit of a cut..and | feel a little weak." 
‘Probably because you haven't eaten for days." 

‘Its Professor's orders..." 

‘Did he order anything else?" 

"No..." 

"Youre lying" 

‘John, don't..don't trouble yourself" 

"But Josh, if he..used you..when you are fatigued and weak from hunger..and you are cut now and bleeding on your 
back..your health." 

‘ts nothing." 

"This is an offense, even by the Academy's standards." 

"I said don't worry." 


"John? Johnny?" 


A voice, more solid than his dreams, was urgently soaking through the walls. 


"Johnny, can you hear me?" 


He couldn't speak.but the voice was Josh's, that John was certain of. He climbed shakily to his feat and went 


to the wall through which the voice was coming from. 


"If you can hear me John, just listen The watchman has been drugged, but they have other ways of knowing 
things. but that wont matter. They are coming for you. They wanted to carry out this plan in the middle of 
the night..this whole thievery act..it was a ploy. Yes, | was a part of it, forced to feed you that story about 
being starved. They know about how you are different..how powerful you could become..and they intend to 
Dispose of you. 


‘lm leaving what clothing | could afford to spare outside the door. It's already unlocked. Wait to the count of 
two thousand, open the door, take the clothes and what else is out here and run. You have to escape John.. 
know that | sold you out..and l'm sorry. You know how they work..the rules they play by. But l'm helping you 
get away. 

"Your best bet is to go west..towards Interior Two..they will never follow you out that far." 


There was a pause. Josh was talking very fast, and it was hard for John to take all this in at once. 


Josh had helped put him in his imprisonment? Set up a situation to make it easy for them to..Dispose..of him. 
Oh, hells afire, not Dispose. What that word entailed..the insinuations. 


"John, your journey..be fast, and brave, and please live. You are different and..well.| had a dream..its too much 
to explain..but you know how us Soul Callers can tell things..and you are part of something.just..run. Interior 


Two, ok?" 


‘What part? John's mind screamed with all its strength. Soul Callers could sometimes read thoughts..if they 


were potent enough. 


"Break waves in center, light backs four true; meet eyes, say names, Interior Two," Josh recited softly. "That's 


all | know. | have to leave now. Count to two thousand, and then steal away, please. | love you." 

And with that, nothing more than a slight change in his voice, his footsteps swiftly flew down the corridor. 
John began his count in the back of his mind, but his thoughts were racing. 

What did that queer line mean? A bigger part of what? Why were the Elders going through so much trouble 
to Dispose of him? 


Lords, not that word again. His blood froze at the thought. 


Disposing..the only way to truly drain a Caller of his powers..Killing a Caller did little good... The nature of 


spiritual forces and elemental gifts were to leave a dead body and find a new host..and if he was some sort of 


key to a big picture..the Elders had little interest in murdering him. 


No..Disposing was much worse than murder. A series of forceful tortures..a succession of..the only way to 


weaken forces... 


‘Don't think about it! his brain screamed at him. He had long since reached two thousand and he pushed open 
the door. In a heap at the floor was the sleeping guard, and then a pile a drab brown garments. He threw on 
the loose pants and the meager traveling cloak. There also sat the scantest of knapsacks, weighted with a bit 
of food and a canteen. He slung is over his back. He was shirtless, shoeless, and the night was rainy, but he 
gave little thought to such conditions. His heart swelled with affection towards Josh, risking his neck to pilfer 
the goods and bring him the message. 


John's hand gingerly found the black neckband that all Caller's adorned..a black leather collar embellished with a 
smooth blue bit of glass..The leather was held shut in the back by a tiny silver, impossible to remove with out 
the keys that dangled from chains around the Elders’ throats. 


(Keys that fit these bracelets too, John Such taught little leather cuffs. Maybe they don't glitter like jewelry, 
but they hold so well your wrists together..so tight..tight like certain parts of you...) 


‘Leave me be, his mind hissed, and he sank into the blackness of the night. 


[end part one] 


